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will never come.
Let us go, O Lord,
no need of kingdom,
no need of kingdom.
Let us not pour oil
with our own hands,
into the fire of hatred.
Is there no shelter
on this far-stretched earth?
A beggarly life is better
than feeding
on the food of blood.
Mother Nature will not refuse
to feed her own children;
she will not reject
claiming that
every inch belongs to her.
Why is this conflict?
Why this awful commotion?
Certain is the fall of that man
who is cruel by nature.
If life were a battle,
then, the victor would be death.
What is the aim,
if panic is the result?
Let us go where snow lulls
the mountain to sleep,
where rows of pine trees turn
the edge of the valley green,
where life is a flower
on the soft bed of grass,
where laughter is the echo
of the songs of streams,
where there is no sorrow and no sin,
where time never stops
and man has no end,